SWEETNESS   AND   STRENGTH
Of John Davidson, too. Lane used to speak with
enthusiasm; of Davidson whose 'note' was 'sweetness
and strength'; of Davidson the manly contemner of
shams and conventionalities, who seemed to share the
view of that public man—was it Palmerston?—who
declared that life would be tolerable were it not for its
pleasures; of Davidson the unsociable who wrote to him
on one occasion, saying, 'If you are really my friend,
you will not send me that invitation to lunch you so
kindly threatened me with/ Alas, Davidson was con-
scious of his strength, he paraded his ruggedness, he
talked about it. Self-conscious strength is not as a rule
the brand that lasts the longest, and the plight of the
'strong' man when his strength and his courage desert
him is a desperate one. It was thus with Davidson.
He was altogether too doughty. There have been
many instances of pale-faced, delicate men, who never
knew they were strong, but who had ten times the
endurance—Lamb, for example.
But John Davidson had a very genuine poetic inspira-
tion. There is no gainsaying that. He was out of
the 'movement',—that is to say, he was not one of the
Beardsley, Dowson, Wilde group, but he was, from the
mere fact of his being in such strong reaction to it, very
certainly a child of the age. In highly artificial states
of society, it is natural to find at least some men giving
utterance to a yearning for a simpler mode of life, and
for the city-dweller to long for innocent unsophisticated
joys of the country. There are men in whom the sight
of luxury and display and all the complexities of an
over-civilised existence are a weariness to the spirit, and
who long to turn from the noise and bustle of it all to
the simple joys of some imagined Golden Age. The
same yearning, the same sensation of a spirit in bondage
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